THE LAST AIR

Pete Follansbee
T h rough the window comes the smell o f rain. W ind, in clumsy gusts, slaps the stillness. T he panes clatter in their crum bling puttywork. A nd resdess again, I toss in h a lf sleep. O ut the window I see a cloud bank Sweeping through night like a shadow o f night. And I rem em b er m y b ro th er late one evening W alking dow n the dark sleeve o f o ur road. I feared as he walked the last quarter mile His b ody w ould be lost in the deepening dusk Like frost trim m ed from grass by the dawn. Now the last air trem bles and darkness darkens, As the black in the body o f black arrives, A nd through the window comes the smell o f rain.
